
A Yorkshire Tragedy. 

I, that did euet in aboundance dwell, 

For me to wan t, exceeds the throwes of hell. 

Enter hie little fonne^with a top And f courge. i 

i^-What aile you father, arc you not well.I can- 
not fcourge my top as long as yon ftand fo : you take 
vp alhheroome with your wide'legs, puh, you can- 
not make me affraid with this *1 feare no vizards, nor 
bugbcares. 

- . 'on 

He takes vp the child by the skirts of his long coate in one 
' hand,and dr Awes his dAgger with the other. 
HufXi p fir,for heere thou haft no inheritance left. 
Sonne. Oh what will you do father, I am yourwhite 

b °y- Jirikes hint* 

B uf Thou (halt be my red boy jtake that. 

S on. Oh you hurt me father. 

HufMy eldeft beggar,thou (halt not Hue to aske an 
vfurer bread T to cry at a great mans gate, or follow,, 
good your Honor by a Coach,no,nor your brother: 
tis charity to braine you. 

Son. How fhallllearne,now my head's broke ? 
//tf.Bleed, bleed, rather then beg, beg, fobs hint* 

Be not thy names difgrace : 

Spume thou thy fortunes firft*if they be bafe : 

Come view thy fecond brother .- Fates, 

My childrens bloud fhallfpin into your faces, 
Youfhallfee, •£’ 

How confidently welcome beggery. 

> T > ■ , Exit with his fonne. 

Enter a maid with a chUde in her arn*es 3 the 
l j Mother 
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Mother by her ajlepe. 

M.Slcep fweet babc,forrow makes thy mother flecp, 
It boades frnall good when hcauineffc fals fo deepe, 
Huflj pretty boy, thy hopes might haue bene better, , 
'f is loft at Dice, what ancient honour won, 

Hard when the father plaies away the Sonne : 
Nothingbut mifery femes in thishouie, 

Ruine and defolation j oh. 


Enter Husband [ with the boy bleeding. 

Httf. Whore, giue me that boy. 

he jlrtues with her for the childe. 
Maid.Qh hclpe,hclpe, out alas, murder, murder-. 
Huf. Are you goffipingjpratingfturdyqiieane, 
lie breake your clamour with your uecke, 

Downe ftaircs j tumble,tumble,headlong. 

He throwes her downe . 


So, the fureft way to charrae a womans tongue, 

Is breakeiier neckc,a Poiitmat^did^tr - 
^.Mother, mother, I am kild mother. 

HU wife awakes, and catcheth vp the youngett* 
Wife.Yi&i who’s that cridc ? Oh me my children, 
Both,bqth,both ;bloudy,bloudy. 
i?«/iStrumpet,let go the boy, let go the beggar. 
Wife. Oh my fweete husband. 
ffa/Filth, Harlot, 

Wife.Oh what will you do deerehusband f 
Hof , Giue me the baftard. 
wife. Y our owne fweete boy. 
ffo/.Thcrc are too many beggers. 
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